CORONATION    MARCH
other captains, she answered proudly, "It had been in
the turmoil, it had well earned the honour." x
The mission laid upon Joan by the archangel in her
father's garden had been fulfilled: Orleans was saved,
the Dauphin consecrated. Had she gone back to Dom-
remy then . . . but of course that was impossible. The
fever of action was in her blood, new tasks had appeared
that called to her for performance. The Duke of Orleans
was still to be delivered, the English finally expelled from
the realm. With the knowledge she had acquired, the
patriotism that her mere name could evoke, both should
have been possible to her; yet she lived to carry out
neither. Just as nothing she had ever attempted before
that Sunday of July iyth had ever failed, so thereafter
would nothing succeed. Her star was to descend almost
as suddenly as it had risen.
She herself seems to have had a presentiment of the
change. Shortly after the coronation she was riding
through the country between the Marne and the Oise
with the Archbishop of Rheims on one side of her and
the Bastard on the other, when they had to pull up
because a crowd of people came out to welcome the king
with excited demonstrations of loyalty. Deeply moved,
Joan said, "Nowhere else have I seen the king greeted
with such joy. May it be my fortune, when my time
comes, to be buried in this soil."
The archbishop asked curiously, "In what place do
you hope to end your days?"
"Where it shall please God," she answered, "I do
not know the time or the place any more than you do.
But I would that it pleased God my creator that I might
1 In the French minute, *e II avoit este a la paine, c*estoit bien raison
que il fut a Ponneur." The splendour of the phrase escapes translation.
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